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wandering   desultorily   past   us ... between   two   little
coloured girls of the same age*  . . .
I gasped and said to my companion:
"Ought she to be doing it? ... With little coloured
girls? . . ."
That lady, who of course knew more about it than I,
said:
"It's rather . . . extraordinary.  .  . ."
And then an obvious grandmother., in a poke bonnet, a
plaid shawl, and the air of having a crinoline beneath her
stiff, black silk skirt, came out from behind the refreshment-
room with bags of stale cake and pea-nuts. . . . And there
was coincidence. ... In the England of my day a little
gentleman could no more walk on the street with a little
common boy than a little white girl could in the South
with a little Negress. . . . But, if one was being taken on
one's Monthly Sunday visit to the Zoo, one's mother or
grandmother might, if they had been very good, ask a little
common boy or a little coloured girl to accompany us, , . ,
She just might!
I have omitted to say why Memphis, Tennessee, that you
won't find on any map, should bulk so largely on mine when
I was a child. . . ,
Miss Hall, the governess who read to me about the Isles
of Greece and the Death of Hector, was the most beautiful
creature I have ever seen. She had bright, dark eyes, red
cheeks, a gay laugh. She was very tall and she wore a
brown fur jacket and a great black felt hat, its crovra en-
circled by a black ostrich feather. Mystery hung about her.
I had heard my mother whisper to Nurse Atterbury that
Miss Hall was not to be treated like an Ordinary Governess.
They must serve her tea in her own room if she wished;
she must rest in the afternoons; she was delicate. „ - .
Ordinary Governesses cannot afford to be delicate. . , * I
would hear Nurse Atterbury whispering the most remarkable
surmises to her daughter Lizzie, the cook. . . »
Well, my grandmother Brown had a sister who married,
if you please, a Royal Academician called McGrowder. , . *
That was not the name, but it was something like that, , . «

